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They gathered him up and brought him to town in a
commandeered motor-car and roused Dr. Peabody
from slumber^ and Dr. Peabody profanely bandaged
Bayardss head and gave him a drink from the bottle
which resided In the cluttered waste-basket^ and threat-
ened to telephone Miss Jenny if he didn^t go straight
home. Rafe MacCallum promised to see that he did so,
and the owner of the Impressed automobile offered to
drive him out. It was a Ford body with, in place of a
tonneau? a miniature one-room cabin of sheet Iron, no
larger than a dog kennel^ in each painted window of
which a painted housewife simpered across a painted
sewing-machine; in It an actual sewing-machine neatly
fitted^ borne thus about the countryside by the agent.
The agent's name was V. K. Suratt and he now sat, with
his shrewd, plausible face,, behind the wheel Bayard
with his humming head sat beside him,, and to the fen-
der clung a youth with brown forearms and a slanted
extremely new straw hat,, who let his limber body absorb
the jolts with negligent ease as they rattled sedately
out of town on the valley road.

The drink Dr. Peabody had given him, instead of
quieting his jangled nerves^ rolled sluggishly and hotly
in his stomach and served only to nauseate him a little,
and against his closed eyelids red antic shapes coiled In
throbbing and tedious cycles. He watched them dully
and without astonishment as they emerged from black-
ness and swirled sluggishly and consumed themselves
and reappeared, each time a little fainter as his mind
cleared. And yet, somewhere blended with them and at
the same time apart and beyond them with a tranquil
aloofness and steadfast among their senseless convolu-
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